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^£*5 Beautiful / > 

NOW trr TWEM SCOTF 
AT NATHAN/I WILL 
SHOW THEM >«t/7HI5 , 
ISOUSTTHE , 1 

k 0fG/A//V/NS !!JB 


I TOLD VOU NOT 
TO TA<E THAT 
ACTV/ANCEO SCIENCE 
-. COURSE! 1— 


AAY HEART'S ON 
FIRE ...MY SOUL 
IS AFLAME * 


THEN I’D 
BETTER PUT 
YOU OUT! 


CASH 
, PRIZES 
Kgiven 


^ DOHT'DARB- 
■ MISS THE STKANSe 
STOftYOf... 


glue 













WarT 





h / r 1 



ww-wy^^ SI 


^ mm HU^P 







m / S 
if // 

ALLY-OOP.' 


jf/ / 























































































































BLL£f^y IT'5 THE ^ 
<$H05T OF N/CAC 
CAKPONi... STRANCJUNC?- 
THE <SAN<5UEAPEK . 
WHO ORPEREP HIM ^ 
^ - _^SIAIN/ 


WHAT Cfi\H WE PO/ 
PAP? SULLET5 ^ 
OANT STOP A 1^ 

PEAIPMAN/ 


^ Ellert queen, anp his 

FATHER, INSPECTOR QUEEN, HAVE 
BROUGHT MANV A MURPERER TO 
JUSTICE, BUT WHAT ARE ELLERy ANP 
THE INSPECTOR TO PO WHEN THE 
KILLER IS A OHOST? HAS ELLERV 
FINALLV ENCOUNTEREP A CRIMINAL 
WHO IS TRULY BEVONP THE LAW ? ' 
you CAN LEARN THE ANSWER IN 
THE CHILL-A-SECONP CASE OF... 

*• THE CORPSE THAT KILLEP/" 


Laughter anp gaiety are /v orper at the 

E/RTHPAY PARTY NICK CARPONI'S MOBSTERS 
HAVE THROWN POR THEIR CHIEF,.. 




HERE'S A COOP WISH / BRANNIGAN J 
ANP HIS WEST 51PE MOB SHOULP K 

f PROP P£AP--AAaA-AAHHQH!. 












































r/V\ DYIN'/ IT WA5 BKAP 
S(?ANNICrAN WOT PONE 
. IT... BLA5T HI5... ^ 

CROOKEP HIPEv^.. T] 


that CANPLE WAS 
A CAMOUFLA6EP STICK 
. O' PYNAAMTE/ 


BUT HE WON'T OlT AWAY 
WITH IT, TH' RAT/ I'LL OlT 
EVEN WITH Hl/V\ EVEN IF ^ 
l-~(OASP) HAFTA COME 
BACK FROM TH'ORAVE/ , 


SOMEBOPy 
OIT ••POC*’ 

T TYNPALL ' 
f QUICK/ 


^5 >» OBPARTEl^ GANGLAND CW£F, N/CK NAS 

AN ORNATE FUNERAL / AND AMONG THE GUESTS 


WITH HIS LAST PYIN' 
BREATH,CARPONI SAIP 
HE'P OET EVEN WITH YAl 


\\S JUST A FRIENPLV CALL 
TO SHOW MY RESPECT PER 
YER EX-BOSS/IF YOU BOYS 
ARE SMART, YOU'LL JOIN 
MY organization/ _ _ 


BRANNIGAN/ 
you GOT A 
NERVE ...COMIN' 
TA NICK'S , 
FUNERAL / 


SUPERSTITIOUS 

BUNK/ 



Tne oeejce op inspector queen 

AT POLICE HEADQUARTERS,.. 


THE WHOLE TOWN KNOWS IT WAS 
8RANNIGAN WHO PULLEP THAT 
CUTE TRICK ON NICK CARPONI, 
PAP/HOW COME YOU HAVEN'T 
CRACKEP POWN ON BRANNIGAN? 



BUT ACCORDING TO THE 
RUMORS THAT ARE FLYING. 
NICK WON'T NEED THE LAW 
TO AVENGE HIS MURDER/ 
HE'S SWORN TOCOAff 
BACK F/ROM TH£ 
GBAV£ AND SETTLE 
WITH HIS 
ENEMIES 


Mcanwhile/a lonely wharf near 

BRANNIGAN'S HEADQUARTERS/ 






































NO/ PON'T/ I'LL cpurr TH' 
MOg/ I SWEAR IT/ KEEP 
AWAV, OARPONI — 

AAAA’AAenMJ/ 


BRANNIffANT WONPER 
WHAT HE WANTS TO 
SEE you ABOUT T 


A /V\R. BRAP 
BRANNISAN TO 
SEE you, 

INSPECTOR ^ 
OUEEN. 


FROM A CFHOST/ 

CARPONfS &HOST/f 


WHAT'S ON yOUR 
/MINP, gRANNISAN \ 


PROTECTION T 
FROM WHAT? 


THAT'S A SWITCH/ A SANSSTER, . 
COMING TO THE POLICE FOR , 
PROTECTION, FROM A SPOOK' 




















































































IT'S TOO eARLV fOR US TO ANSWER THAT 

ONE. brannksan/ however, as a citizen, 
UAW-ABIDINS or not, you have a RISHT 
TO CO/V\E TO THE POLICE FOR 
PROTECTION/ EXACTLY WHAT , 

PO YOU WANT FROM USf y A POLICE 

cuARP/1 cor 

MY RICHTS/ 


ALL RICHT, SRANNISAN, YOU'LL CET JUST 
WHAT YOU'RE ASKINC FOR... ANP MAYBE 
MORE/BUT HERE'S SOME APVICE/ . 
KEEP YOUR NOSE CLEAN, OR 
YOU MAY BE UNPER CUARP... WlpJ 


MAY I ASK THE REASON FOR 
CARPONI'S VENOMOUS HATREP 
FOR YOUR MOB... STRONC 
ENOUCH TO BRINC 
HIM BACK FROM 
THE crave / 




JiAlER/ EUEKY AND THE INSPECTOR DR/VE 
TOWARD BRANN/SAN'S HEADQUARTERS,.. 


^UTAS THEY REACH THE/R DESTINATION... 


I THINK I KNOW WHAT 
YOU'RE UP TO, PAP/ YOU'RE 
PLAYINC ALONC IN THE HOPE 
SOMETHING MAY TURN UP 
THAT'LL CRACK THE CARPONl 


ELLERY THIS 15 
A WIERP ONE/ 
THE POLICE... 
PROTECTING 
MOBSTERS... 
FROM A 
GHOST 



























































C-CAKPONtf t^EPAWAY d| 
^ FROM ME, YOU^ YOU 
f CORPSE/££./AAA-AAEHf 


L-LOOKf ( THE GHOST 
OF hick, , 

iiilFVf I C CARPONi/ 


WHAT'S SOm& ON HERE? 


CAPPONI'S GHOST/ HE 
~p GOT BENNY// _- 


Tpac?'5 not so PU/MS/ 

IF HE SIVES SRANNIOAN 
ENOUSH ROPE, 
SRANNIOAN WILlI 
' HANG- HIMSELF/^^_ 


I-I cm'T STANP THIS 
ANY LON<5EK. I < 

GOTTA TALK TO ^ 
OAKPONI -MAN-TO- 
GHOST—AN'GET VM 
TO LAY OFF/ I 

WE'LL HOLE? A 
SEANCE/ r--^SOmPS 
^ BALMY TO ME, 

BUT GO RIGHT^ 
AHEAP/ 


CUT TH'BLARNEY/THERE'RE ) 

NO SUCH THINGS -_X 

AS GHOSTS/ y BUT WE SAW A 
L ^CARPONI - ALL r 

OF US... I _^COULP \ 
V V SWEAR IT/ r been 

' ^ A CASE OF 

^^/"Tmass hallucination. 























































ANyTHlN<5 A "DOC‘ TyNC?AUt“ UNDERWORlP 

IMPORTANT, ) 5AWBONE&-WA& FOUNP 
PAP? y HANC3INO IN Hl$ CELLAR, TO- 
<5£THER WITH A NOTE ABOUT 
\ I \ BEINO PRE55E1:? By“CREOlTOR5,^ 
\ V' MAYBE HE KILLEO HIM&ELF... 

M V ANC? maybe he P\PH‘T/ 


P-PBAP? PLEA5E, 
IN&PECTOR/ DON'T 
MENTION CORP5EB 
TO ME/ IVE A WEAK 
STOMACH/ .,,,,,,,.,,0^ 


\ YOU ^ 
/SPEAK 
TO THE 
DEAD, 
EHf' y 


££E-eEK/ THE... THE 
SPIRIT OF C-CARDONI... 
IS AMONO US... 


A SPIRITUALIST... WHO'B 
AFRAID OF SPIRITS/ » 
, WHAT NEXT? 


Th£ DOOM'S UOHTE FADE/ 
THERE /E AH EKPECTAAJT 
HUEH.,. 


5-SPIRIT OF 


NICK CARDONI... IF 
y-YOU ARE IN TH'ROOM... 
C<5ulp)...make your¬ 
self KN-KNOWN... 


MEET TOmMY r/f£ 
E¥Mm/, INSPECTOR/ 
TAKE IT FROM ME, 
THIS MUS IS STRICTLY 
ON TH' UP-AN'-UP/ 






















CARPONi/ LIS5EN 
.TA ME/ I C?ON'T 
KNOW NUTH/N' 
ABOUT YER ^ 
MURI7ER/ 
HONEST/ 


UAR/yoU PIPIT.. 
AN* YER eONNA 
r PIE PER. IT/ M 



OARPONI PIP it/ 
HE MEANT THOSE 
SHOTS FOR ME/ 


NONSENSE. 


SHOT TO 
PEATH/ 


A PORTABLE 5POOK- 
FAKINO-KIT. TOt^fAV, 

TO BE BLUNT, YOU'RE 
A PHONEY/ ARE YOU ^ 
A MURPERER AS A 
^ WELL? r—^P| 


I CAME PREPAREP 
I TO FAKE A SPOOK.. 
' BUT I PIPN'TOET 
5L A CHANCE TO/. 



724W OAT 
W£ LIGHTS. 


Ya(^a-aa^ai 


UNPER THE table/ 
YOU CAN COME 
OUT NOW, SWAMI. 
. IT'S SAFE/ 


CHPSTS PON'T KILL 
WITH BULLETS/ WHERE'S 

TOMMY THE SWAM! f 


IF you PIPNT HOKE- 
UP THAT "SPOOK," 
ANP IF YOU PIPNT 
SHOOT THAT SUN/ 

WWO PlPff 


, ONLY ONE ANSWER 
\ TH-THERE WAS A 
) REAL OHOST IN 
' THIS ROOM/ THE 1 
OHOST OF NICK j 
t CARPON!/ A 





















































^IT V&HT^^POUCe 


W6 SEARCHED EVERVCNE^ANO 
EVERYWHERE-BUT WE DIDN'T^ 
FINC? ANY TRACE OF THE 
MURDER <3UN/ 50N, X 
HATE TO ADMIT IT, BUT 
IT'5 BEi5lNNlN<5 TO ^ 

LOOK LIKE WE 
REALLY ARE UPy . ^ 
AOAIN5T A 
6HO&T/ 


DON'T LET THE 
'case <5ET you 
_ DOWN, DAD/ I 
5UOOE5T WE CLIMB 
INTO YOUR CAR AND 
&IT TIOHT/ . 


V AND IF BRANNKJAN 
\ DOESN'T MOVE INTO 
, I ACTION, IT MAY MEAN 
j >//S-SCALP/THERE 
' HE OOE5 INTO HIS 
CAR, WITH ONE OF 
HIS HENCHMEN/ WE'LL 
FOLLOW/ 


INSPECTOR SITS TISHT 
WHILE OHOST <SOES 
ON KILLING RAMPASE/ 
ELLERY, WHEN THAT > 
STORY HITS THE ^ 
.HEADLINES, IT'LL A 
MEAN MY SCALP/^^H 


THERE'S SOMETHIN© BRANNISAN 
HAS ©OT TO FIND OUT FOR SURE/ 
HE'S DRIVIN© STRAIGHT TO THE 
CEMETARY WHERE CARDONI A 

WAS BURIED/ WANT TO 
BET, DAD/ { 


THEY'RE CARRYIN© SHOVELS 
INTO THE ©RAVE YARD/ IS 
BRANNI©AN TURNIN© ©HOUL/ 


LET'S FOLLOW 
AND FIND OUT/ 


YOU'RE 

RI©HT, 

ELLERY/ 


JUST AS t THOU©HT/ 
THE COFFIN IS EMPTY/ 
NICK CARDONI /S^'T ^ 
£>£/!£?/ 


THEY'RE DIS6IN© UP CARDONl'S 
COFFIN/ I'D BETTER PUT A . 
STOP TO THIS/ 


^ YOU'RE 

BRANNICAN/ 




































C&ASP/) CARPONI/B-BUT 
THAT CAKE I HAD FIXED 
UP SPECIAL FER YOU... 
IT WAS SUPPOSED T j 
HAVE KILLED YOU/ ^ 


IT WAS EASY TA BRIBE "DOC" 
TYNDALL INTO FAKINS A DEATH 
REPORT AND STASINS A PHONY 
FUNERAL/THAT'S WHY I HAD 
rO KILL THE "DDC"... HE KNEW . 
TOO MUCH/ 


Y'SEE, I'D BEEN WANTIN' TO OUIT 
TH' RACKET FER A LONS TIME, AN' 
PULl a fade/but I WAS IN PRETTY 
DEEP...MY BOYS NEVER WOULD HAVE 
LET ME PULL OUT WITH TH' BOODLE 
AN'A WHOLE SKIN/ YER BOMBINS 
SAVE ME MY CHANCE... 


THEN-WHY DIDN'T 
YA JUST TAKE YER 
SAVINSS AN' ^ 
BEAT IT/ 


ReVEf^G£/HO ONE TRIES TO BLOW NICK 
TA BITS AN'SITS AWAY WITH IT/ I PUT 
SOME PHOSPHORUS ON MY FACE ...AN' 
STUCK AROUND TA SIT EVEN WITH . 

YER MOB/ 


YOU WON’T SET 
ME/ I'Ll_ 


TH' SCORE'S EVEN. 
NOW FER A ^ 

PEEMA/^e^r ■ 

FADE... ^ 


DON'T MOVE/ CARDONI/^ 

UNLESS YOU WANT TO 
BECOME A REAL SHOST/, 































I'VE W(pe£? OUT 
B(?ANNt(?AN AN' HIS 
50 / 5 ... SO WH/ NOT 
. TWO COPS? . 


PROP yOUfZ GUN, 

NIC<y THIS IS yOUR j you won't set me, 
LAST WAKNINS.' VQUEEN.' I'M SOINS 
HIRE AWA/ IN 
^OME HOLE WHERE NO 
ONE WILL EVER a 

RNP ME.' 


KEEP SACK, 
OAP.' 


^.A/VI 7 SC/?£AM 5 ARE MUFFLEtP BENEATH 
AN AVALANCHE OF CASCAP/NG SOlLj 


YAAH-'HhHh// 


5URIEP, 

ALive.^ 


WHAT A WAV 
TO PIE/ 


NICK CARPONI- M05STER- WHO 
CAME BACK FROW THE PEAP TO 
KILL... WILL NEVER KILLASAIN/ 
FOR THIS TIME/THE CORPSE THAI 
KILLEP" IS KEAULY PEAD* ^ 





















































































I COMEDY COP I 


M ike MALONE had been a cop, one way 
and another, for forty years. Thirty years 
of pounding a beat on the force, ten years 
as a bank guard at the Second National. In his 
thirty years of pavement pounding for the city, 
Mike had never risen above the rank of patrolman. 
His title of guard at the bank was more of a cour¬ 
tesy title than anything. Although he carried a 
gun strapped to his imposing middle, Mike’s duties 
were simply to help harassed suburban matrons to 
the proper teller’s window, and to direct loan 
seekers to the proper vice president. In four dec¬ 
ades of what he loved to refer to as “police work” 
Mike had never heard a shot fired in anger. Need¬ 
less to say, he had never fired his Police Special at 
anyone, friend or foe. To be truthful about it, it’s 
just as well, because Mike couldn’t hit the broad 
side of a barn, let alone a member of the criminal 
classes engaged in a nefarious undertaking. 

» 

Mike was a comedy cop. ample belly and 
bandy legs were never meant to be encased by a 
neat blue^ uniform. His feet, bunioned with the 
callouses, of forty years, moved with a flat, shuf¬ 
fling, yet gingery tread. They were tender and his 
walk showed it. His ammunition belt, weighted 
down by his holster, was worn in the manner made 
famous by comedy sheriffs in Western movies. In 
' summer, his shirt had a way of climbing up out of„ 
his trousers, giving him the appearance of being 
one of the less presentable members of the Russian 
G.P.U. Mike’s superiors on the city police force 
had early in his career j-eached the conclusion that. 


his greatest field of usefulness consisted in guiding 
school children across the street. At the bank, the 
most glowing tribute on his personnel record read: 
“His appearance leaves much to be desired. Re¬ 
flexes slow. Old ladies seem to like him.” 

In his private life, Mike had two loves — his 
grand-daughter, Kitty, and novels of detection. 
Kitty had one flaw in Mike’s mind—she was al¬ 
ways trying to improve his appearance. Chi the 
other hand, such fictional heroes of the detective 
industry as Lord Peter Wimsey and Hercule 
Poirot, had no faults at all. They were sleuths 
without peer and without reproach. Mike loved 
tEeir adventures and wished that he could be like 
them. Alas, as he himself admitted, he lacked the 
little grey cells. 

H 

Kitty’s latest assault on Mike had taken the 
form of an expensive shaving lotion which she had 
given the old man for his birthday. It was expen¬ 
sive, beautifully packaged, and extremely fragrant. 
As Kitty loved to say, it was exclusive. And Mike 
loved it. He never used it, he just loved it. Every 
morning, after his bath and shave, Mike would 
take the beautiful little bottle from tbe bathroom 
shelf, sniff it with wild abandon and vast appreci¬ 
ation, then sorrowfully replace the stopper and 
return the bottle to its shelf. 

“It’s beautiful,” he’d murmur, regretfully, “but 
it’s not for the likes of me.” He did think, though, 
that Hercule Poirot might have used it, and hav¬ 
ing used it^fived up to it» 







This particular day at the bank had passed 
quietly. It was just a few minutes of three when 
Mike smelled something utterly delicious in the 
air. It was his favorite shaving lotion. He was turn¬ 
ing his head to see whatever man of distinction 
used this heavenly scent when the roof fell on his 
skull and the lights went out. 

K 

When Mike came to, he’ was on a couch in the 
President’s office with a compress on his head. The 
room was full of the bank’s officers, policemen and 
newspapermen. From the jumble of questions shot 
at him, and the general tone of the conversation, 
Mike gathered that a swift-moving, professional 
gang of bank robbers had entered the bank at clos¬ 
ing time, held it up, and escaped with over 
$100,000 in cash. The men wore plain, nondescript 
clothes, and kept handkerchiefs pressed on their 
faces and their hats pulled low. Nobody could 
make any identification. The rogues’ gallery photo¬ 
graphs of known bank robbers were useless. No one 
had really seen the men. 

H 

His head clearing, Mike rose unsteadily to his 
feet 

“The one that socked me,” he said. “He used 
Feather Heather!'* 

The room was convulsed with laughter. Good 
old Mike, the Comedy Cop! But the general opin¬ 
ion Was that this was no time for comedy. 

“He used WHATf ” roared a Captain of Detec¬ 
tives. 

“Feather Heather,” stuttered Mike. “It’s a per¬ 
fume ... I mean a perfume for men ... I mean.” 

Mike feally had them in the aisles, now. “Look,” 


he mumbled self-consciously. “It’s a shaving lo¬ 
tion ... an expensive one. I use it myself ... that 
is, I smell it, sort of...” 

The Captain of Detectives said something about 
a concussion and getting the poor old buzzard to 
a hospital. 

“Feather Heather’s expensive and exclusive,” 
screamed Mike. “There’s only one place in town 
sells it, and at the price they charge. I’ll bet they 
don’t sell much of itl” 

M 

At last Mike’s message penetrated. Two men 
were dispatched, with an armful of rogues’ gallery 
photographs, to the specialty shop which carried 
Feather Heather. Sure enough, not many bottles 
had been sold. Yes, the clerk had sold a bottle to 
one of the men in these photographs. This one 
here. It had been delivered and he had the—ah— 
gentleman’s address on file. 

H 

The Feather Heather purchaser was at home 
with a group of his gentlemen friends when the 
police broke in. No guns were drawn, as the bandits 
had their han^s full of currency, which they were 
dividing. 

Mike was a hero for a few days, and was quietly 
given a handsome reward by his employers. He 
enjoys telling Kitty that he can’t ever use the 
Feather Heather now, because he associates it with 
crime and rascality, 

K 

And best of all, when he settles down of an eve¬ 
ning for a good read, he f,eels now that he mixes 
with Lord Peter and Hercule not as a worshipper, 
but as an equal, and a somewhat critical equal, 
at that. 

THE END 



ycu'vE Gor somethin(G 

FOR A^E ? _ 


'^tS-PEATH/f 


’WHE ChAiN-LETTe(?Pf?ACTlCe 15 
FROWNEP UPON THE L/^W. TH(5 

MINOR RACKET HOWEVER, OROW5 
INTO A fRiOHTFUL MENACE WHEN 
THE ELEMENT OF VIOLENT PEATH 
15 APPEP? ELLERVOUEEN HAS TO 
CALL UPON EVEKYOUNCE OF HIS 
PEPUCTIVE ROWERS TO SOLVE... 

” CHAfN’LeTTER MURPSR^f" 



























































THAT'S /MK. ANPERSON- 
RIGHT OVER THERE, 
AT THAT PESK. WHV 
CON'T you JUST WALK 
































































OUT OF MY WAV, YOU 

LITTLE" SNIP/ 


YOU HIUEO HIM 

you-OH'H'H mX/ ; 


WHAT WEf?£ THOSE J A MURDER... IN 
^ SHOTS* THERE.' ISN'T 

AWFUL* > 


lOOK our.f 

THAT STREET- 
C4/?// 


fH-THAT SENTLE-LOOKINS- 
OLP LAPy./ SHE PIP IT/ 
^ CTATCH HER// 


THERE SHE IS. 
SRAB HER/ ■ 








































YOU'VE PfZOBASLy HEARO THE 
EXTRAS. A SWEET OLP LAP/ . 
WALKS IN ON A POLITICIAN 
ANP BLOWS OUT HIS BRAINS. 
WE'VE CHECKEP ON HER. , 
SVERXBOPy SAYS SHE HAP ] 
A WONPEKFUL, CONSIPERATE } 
CHARACTER/ 


WHAT'S WRONS-, PAP- 
you LOOK MOKE , 
UPSET THAN USUAL/ 


) TO PUT IT MILPLY, 
ELLERY I'M SOINS 

COMPIETBLY , 

OUT OF My MINP/ 



THAT WOULP BE AN EASY A ... WHICH M/SHT 
EXPLANATION; BUT IT POESN'T I HAVE LEP HEP 
HOLP WATER. WE DO /TO TAKE HER 

KNOW, HOWEVER, THAT ___ LIFE .'BUT, 

SHE WAS AFFL/CTEP i \ INSTEAP, SHE TOOK i 
WITH AN INCURABLE, f J SOMEONE ELBE'S/ < 
PAINFUL AILMENT... ^ 


SHE PIPN'f KNOW ANPERSON.. 
PIPN'T HAVE THE SU6HTEST 
INTEREST IN POLITICS, ANP 
HAP NEVER HARMEP A .J 
FLY IN HER. LIFE.' • .ri^ 


COULPN'T SHE 
SIMPLY HAVE 
BLOWN HER 
^ UP? J 


WHY SHOULP IT BE BETTER 
TO MURPER A COMPLETE 
55—^ STRANOER?' ■ 


OUR ONLY CLUE IS THE 
REMARK ANPERSON'S ‘ < 
secretary OVERHEARP 
HER SAY WHEN SHE SHOT 
HER VICTIM/.IT'S BETTER 
THIS WAY/* 

































































































WHAT VO 

you THINK/ 

SON^ 


I THINK yOU'C? 
BETTER SET THAT 
REPORT ON SOLLy 
^ yOSURK / y 


SOLLy HAS AN AIR-TISHT 
ALIBI, CHIEF/ HE WAS 
TESTIPyiNS BEFORE THE 
CRM^E COMMISSlOH > 
ALL A10RNIN<5-/ 


SOLLY'S IN THE CLEAR. ^ 

... apparently, what 

ARE you LOOKINS AT? 


THIS SMASH EO 
WINDOW... 


WHILE RYAN WAS SHOWERINS, A 
lot of water splashed on the 
FlOOfZ. THE KILLER STOOD IN 
THE PUDDLE. SEE... THERE 
ARE WET FOOTPRINTS 
LEADING- OUT THE DOOR. 


THE FOOTPRINTS 

lead up the 

W STAIRWAY... 



























































INSPECTOR OUEEN 
MAV I COME IN f 


Sllery and the jnspector. enter, the roon^. 

70 OBSERVE ...wim - 

WHO ELSE WAS IN THIS 
ROOM TOPAV BE5IPE THE. 

OF you? _ 


1 PIP MR. ENRICHT LEAVE 

'the iron-luns today? 


NO ONE AT ALL, 
EXCEPT MR. ENRICHT 
ANP ME. 


A MAN IN AN 
IRON LUNC.' 


AS A MATTER 
OF FACT I PIP.' 



LET'S GO, ELLERy. I KNOW OF ^ 

ENRICHT. HE'S THE SON OF A J 
VER/ PROMINENT INPUSTRIALIST. 
OBVIOUSL/, HE WOULPN'T HAVE 
LEFT HIS IRON-LUNC TO KILL A 
PRIZE-FICHTER.'WHY SHOULP HE? 


LET'S EXAMINE A 
FEW FACTS, PAP. 















































































THEN, THERE'S THAT SMASHED )... ESPECIALLY, IF HE 
WtNOOW. IT COULD HAVE /ORPINARlLy NEEDED 
SEEN BROKEN BY THE THE AID OF AN IRON 

MURDERER AFTER THE // LUNS FOR SUFFICIENT 
CRIME... IF HE WERE -r OXYGEN / 

PESFERATELY IN If ^ S 

NEED OF FKESH --V/ 1 S 

oxYSEN... « 


THOSE WET FOOTPRINTS LED TO 
THIS ROOM, RIOHT? AND HE 
ADMITS HE LEFT THE IRON-LUNS, 


/r'S BETTER THIS WAT/ 

THE SWEET OLD LADY WHO 
MURDERED ANDERSON •< 
MADE THAT VERY SAME 
REMARK./ TWO APPARENTLY 
MOTIVELESS MURDERS/ _ 
DO YOU THINK THERE 
COULD BE A CONNECTION/ ; 
DAD 5 ^ 


I DON'T know;- 
ELLERY. BUT I 
AIM TO FIND 
OUT.' jg 


r HAVE NOTH I NO 
TO SAY, EXCEPT 

. /rs BETTER^ 
^ 7///S MCAV/ 


ENRISHT, I'M COINS TO 
arrest you for THE 
MURDER OF TOMMY . 
RYAN.' WHY DID YOU J 
DO IT? _ 


NOTHINO... EXCEPT HE 
WAS DSTURBED AFTER 
RECEIVINO THAT LETTER, 


CAN YOU THINK OF 
ANYTHINO THAT WOULD 
^ HELP US? — 

























































, INFORMATION? LET ME 
HAVE THE PHONE 
NUMBER OF ROBERT M 
£?OWLlN<5. THIS IS 
URSENT/ 


MO RETURN AC?PRESS ON THE 
ENVELOPE... ANC? NOTHING BUT 
A UST-OF NAMES IN THE 
LETTER. WAIT./ THE TOP V 
NAME IS TOtAfAlf RyAH. k 
THE MUROEREP MAN J M 


ROBERT POWLING. 


\ QUICK, PAP./ 
1 WHAT'S THE. 
y NEXT NAME 
ON THE LIST 7 


WHERE ARE VOU \ POWLING'S HOME.' VOU 

OFF TO, ELLERY? 7 CAN STAY HERE ANP ^ 
^ ^ATTENP TO ENRIGHT'S 

ARREST. I'LL PHONE YOU 
heapquarters . . 


WE HAVE A LISTING FOR A 
ROBERT POWLING... AT Zl ^ 
PORSEY AVENUE... BUT HIS 
PHONE HAS BEEN 
PI5CONNECTEP. 


Aater, in a rundown neighborhood. 


YOU'VE cFOT TO LET ME KNOW 
WHERE I CAN FINP HIM, MRS. 
POWLING.' I'M ELLERY QUEEN, 
IT A^AY BE A MATTER OF 
Sc LIFE ANP PEATH — ^ 

HtS DEATH/ 


MY HUSBANP ISN'T HOME 
AT PRESENT. 




















































Alt?. BROMEY, OWNER OF THE A PHONE INSPECTOR 
BROMLEy STEEL CORf=ORAT(ON^ OUEEN.-TELL 
HAS HIREP A\y HUSBAND TO 7 HIM I'lL BE AT 
BE HIS ASSISTANT... A . <THE BROMiLEY 
MARVELOUS OPPORTUNITV/ XMILL.^, 

HE'S SHOWINO 
BOS through 
1 THE STEEL 
PLANT RI<5HT A 
NOW/ 



M'MR. BROMLEy.^ 

r WHAT— 5 


WELL, HOW ) IT'S-AWSOME, MR. 
POES THE PLANT ) BROhMEYl THAT VAT 
IMPRESS yoU/ molten STEEL IS 

1 POWUHG^ T TERRIpyiNO... BUT 

FASCINATING. IF A MAN ' 
EVER FELL INTO IT, HE'D 
llSflBlEff PERISH INSTANTLy/ j 


PUSHING ME OVER—I'LL 
FALL /Afro THE VAT/ ^ 
HAVE you GONE % 
CRAZVf S70P^/f ) 



































BUT BEFORE BROMLEY CAN ACCOMPLISH HIS 
F/ENDISH OESI&N... ELLERY ARRIVES... 


ALU RkSHX BRDVILEy, SPEAK UP/ 

WHY PIP you —A WEALTHY 
STEEL BARON-WANT TO \tr*S ^ 
KILL A PENNILESS ASSISTANTf jBeTTER. 
VO you KNOW ANYTHINS. ^ 7W/5 >3 
OF A M URDE R 


\ NO IPEA S HAVE YOU 
VHATSOEVeR/yANy enemy 
^ AT ALL 

who misht 
WANT TO KILL 1 


THAT 

REMARK 

ASAIN/ 


HAVE you ANY IPEA 
WHY BROMLEY 
5HOULP WANT g 
TO KILL you? ^ 



WELL... THERE'S MY WiFE'S*) CHALMERS... 
FOi0V\ER BOSS, TOPO /BROMLEY... PRETTY 
PISCDNNECTEO. 
PAP, I'M OOINO TO 
SHE MARRIEP ME... / MAKE AN USUAL 



r DON'T KNOW 
\ WHAT YOU'RE 
/ GETTING AT, 
ELLERY, BUT m 
WILL DO' J 


I WANT BROMLEY HELP ' 

INCOMMUNICADO FOR A FEW 
HOURS...AND THE WORP 
SPREAD THAT POWLINO / 
PlEP IN AN ACCIDENT 
AT THE MILL.' 




































THAT EVENINe. 


IT'S "IT'S NICE 
SERTHA.^AS soon as I VOU TO SAV . 
HEARP OF SOB'S UNFORTUNATE ITHAT, TOPO, BUJ^ 
PEATH, I HURRIEP RIOHT JVVl. NEED TIME... 

OVER/ I WANT you TO r^TO <SET OVER THE 
RNOW THAT DESPITE ALL 1 SHOCK OF BOB'S 
THAT'S HAPPENED, I'LL / DEATH. THEN.— - 

TAKE you BACK. PERHAPS... / 


J yOU'LL HAVE TO 

hurry IF you 

WANT TO TRAIL 
MR. CH AIMER'S 
m' ■ ff-nd 


NICE WORK, MRS, DOWLINS, 
you CAN PHONE youR 
I HUSBAND IT'S ALL RICHT 
TO COME HOME NOW. . 



HERE IS THE MONE/.. 
AS AGREED.' BOB 
DOWLINS IS DEAD — 
AS you PROMISED 
HE WOULD 


) MURDER IS My 
BUSINESS... AND I 
ALWAYS STRIVE TO 
SATISFY THE •< 

CUSTOMER ! ^ 

...CO NOW.' < 


HE'S PARKED ^ 
^^'^UTSIDE “THE ^ 
f TEMPLE OF HOPE'/.. 
L HOME OF THE MIGHTY 

-- EVE CULT/ ! 

I^/'^HE'S ^-- ——ul 

JCARRYINC A 
y PACKAGE.'OUlCK, 

PAD.' OUT OF THE 
CAR.' WE'VE SOT TO^rir^''» 
K follow him/ 



1 I THINK I'M ONTO THE 
) SET-UP. REMAIN RIGHT < 
' WHERE you ARE, DAD... 
AND DON'T BE SURPRISED 
AT anything I SAY OR DO, 


LOOK, ELLERY — BLACK - GLOVED 
HANDS REACHING FOR THE y 
PACKAGE, OUT OF AN ^ 

OPENING IN THE __ 

TEMPLE WALL.' 





















































WH-WHO... WH- 
WHAT ARE you ? 


THERE ARE OTHERS 
LIKE YOU, WHO FOR. 
PERSONAL REASONS 
WANT TO PIE, BUT ARE 
AFRAID TO KILL THEM¬ 
SELVES. AND SO THEY 
JOIN THE "LE610N OF 
THE damned. " WHEN 
THEY ■ RECEIVE A LIST - 
OF those SCHEDULED 
TO DIE, THEV MUST S 
KILL THE TOP NAME m 
ON THE LIST/AND, ^ 
IN TIME ... 


THAT NEED NOT 
CONCERN you. WHAT 
IS IMPORTANT TO ^ 

^ you IS rws.... 










































THE OlO LADY WHO KILLEC? ANDERSON 
WANTED TO DIE BECAUSE OF HER INCURABLE 
AILMENT. ENR45HT COULDN'T FACE CONTINUING 
TO SPEND THE REST OF HI5 WRETCHED 
LIFE IN AN IRON-LUNG. CHANCES ARE, 
BROMLET'S BUSINESS WAS SUFFERING 
IRREPARABLE FINANCIAL. REVERSES AND HE 
DIDN'T CARE TO. LIVE. IF HIS BUSINESS 


YOU USED THESE UNFORTUNATES AS 
fillers WITHOUT PAY IN A SORT C>F 
MURDER, INCORPORATED SET-UP WITH 
CHAIN - LETTERS-OF - DEATH TRIMMINGS / IF 
SOMEONE WANTED ANOTHER PERSON 
RILLED AND WERE WILLING TO PAY WELL 
FOR THE DEED, YOU WOULD MAIL A SO- 
CALLED CHAIN-LETTER TO ONE OF YOUR 
DUPES AND HE WOULD'COMMIT THE 
MURDER UNDER THE FALSE IMPRESSION 
HE WAS RILLING ANOTHER MEMBER OF 
THE "legion WHO WANTED TO C 



































' YUP/ THIS IS THE JOINTS THE PAPERS 
SAIP MRS. FULLVALT WOULD BE WEARIN' 
HER HOPELESS DIAMOND NECKLACE 
AT HER MASQUERADE SHINDIG/ DIDN'T 
GET NO INVITE, BUT I'M GOIN' 

^ ^ J ANYWAY/ . 


^SfonP! 


LUCKY THE BALLROOM AIN'T 
ON THE THtRD FLOOR! I'M 
ONLY A SeCOND STORV MA/V/ 


BOY/ THIS IS REALLY 
LEAPING WITH PAIN.[^ 



































GREAT GILT'EPGEP BONPSI 
WHAT AN ENTRANCE/ 

I MUST HAVE A 
PANCE WITH SUCH 
■■“ A PARLING MAN, ^ 
_MR. 


I PONT HAVE TO 
WORRY ABOUT 
OTHER PEOPLE'S 
OPINIONS! I OWN 
THE HOPELESS 
^ O/AMOHO/ ^ 


JUS' CALL ME SLIM! 
GEE, YOU REALLY WANT 
TO PANCE WITH ME, 
BABY? MOSTPEOPi^E. 
THINK I'M JUST 

A PRIP/ \ 


WHOM 
SHALL I 
ANNOUNCE? 


HE LOOKS 
LIKE 

NEPTUNE! 


YOU KNOW, YOUR COSTUME 
15 FASCINATING/ FORA 
MOMENT I THOUGHT YOU . 
MIGHT BE A 
ROBBER! 


YOU DANCE DIVINELY, 
SLIM! I COULD DANCE 
WITH YOU ALL NIGHT! 


HOW COME THEY CALL IT ^ 
HOPELESS? IS IT ON J 

ACCOUNTA r”-- 

IT'S HOPELESS \ NO! THE 
FOR ANY CROOK / JEWELER 
TO LIFT IT? y NEVER 
r v THOUGHT 

\ / ANYONE WOULD HAVE 
\ I ENOUGH MONEY TO 
\ BUY IT! 


SORRY, BUT I GOT 
AN APPOINTMENT 
WITH A FENCE/ 


NOW > 
WHAT EVER 
GAVE YOU 

THAT 

NOTION? J 


STOP^ youPE 
. mJ/TEO/ 


: THE DIAMOND’S STASHED 
AWAY UNDER MY CAP/ I'LL 
SCRAM OUTA THE BALCONY 
EXIT... I'M SAFE NOW/ ^ 


HERE'S 

THE ONE ^ 
MRS. FULLVALT 
WANTS/ > 


TRAPPEP 

AGAIN! 



1 V y 

1 




















































NOW TAKE OFF YOUR HAT; 
SO I CAN PUT ON THIS i 
LAUREL CROWN I . | 


ALLOW ME TO REMOVE 
YOUR CHAPEAUjSIR/ 


TURN OFF THEM LIGHTS/ 
TLL TALK/ 

I'LL TALK! 


OH, YOU ^ 
FUNNY MAN! 
YOU'RE ONLY BEING 
SPOTLIGHTED WHILE 
I CROWN YOU FOR 
THE MOST ORIGINAL 
V COSTUME/ ^ 


MX //OP£l£SS 
P/AMONO/ 


TAK£ OFF MY CAPF NO! 
I GET HEAD COLDS EASY- 
ANO RIGHT NOW MY HEAD 
IS PLENTY//or/ 


TAKE THAT 


MY WORD/ WHAT WILL THEY 
THINK OF NEXT TO FLAVOR THE 
PUNCH ? ____^ 


WELL! SLIM—HOW DO YOU 
LIKE YOUR NEW COSTUME ? 


IT’S SLIPPERY SLIM! LUCKY 
MRSi FULLVALT HAD US HERE 
TO WATCH THINGS/ 


I DON'T I STRIPES 
MAKE ME LOOK FAT/ 


EASY, COPPERS/ YOU'RE RUINING 
MY PRIZE CCOSTUME/ ^ ^ 


ONLY IN THE 
HEAD/ 


DON'T WORRY, SLIM 
WE'LL GET YOU A 
NEW ONE/ 

















































MOW'D HE 
GET TO BE A 
Y PLUMBER? 


^ SOMEBODY GAVE 
HIM A PLUNGER i 
FOR HIS birth DAY !| 


£VtN\N6 


HELLO, 
MR. HICk4 ! 


MAYBE M19 MOTHER 
OWNS THE COMPANY 


f BET HE DOESN'T ^ 
KNOW A JOINT FROM 
^ A HIGH CLASS 
"W Nli^HTCLUB! 


. YEAH... DON'T 
FORGET THAT 
r MR. PLUMBER 
MAN ! I——' 


^ YOU'LL ADMIT ^ 
HE'S PRETTY HANDY 
nr WITH A WRENCH, 
J 5 —, THOUGH I 


MeRcY/ 
































































mm 

yovihgw 


D on « bulging "bay window" moko you look and fool] 
yoars oldor than you roolly oroT Thtn horo, at la$t,| 
t( tho antwor to your problomi "Chovolior", tho wonder¬ 
ful now adjustable health supporter belt it scientifically 
oonstrvctod ta Jtelp you look and feel years youngorl 




POSTURIBAOt 

ooto'ioywiiNiow^r 


ntONT 

Mvtmtm 

Wsrks quick os 
flash I Simptjr odju: 

ThVb#lf?t"p.'’/lVcll 

odiwttpd tQ yo% 


00 YOU KNVY MEN 
who con 
♦KKP ON THEIR 


OCTACNAIU 

fiOUCK 

Air-ceolcdl Sclsntifieally dttignad end 
node to give wendtrful support end 
pretoctient 


ttfitf thin he got a 
"CHfVAllIR" . . . 


CiHnr^ 


It's greet I You eon wear "Chevalier" oil do 
,WI1I not bind or moke you feel tonsfrieted 
' b«<«vs# Ih* two'woy ciom p 

front adi«*lni«nt bring you geriono/iiod 
"Chovolior'' U dtiignod occording to Kiontii 
of hoolthfwl po$twro jonfrol. It't modo by 
to oivo you tho comfort ond htoUhfwl li< 
wont. Jwit too oU tho wondorfwl footurot 
And remember-you ton get the "Chevol 
rRfE TWAU Atail the coupon right nowf 


Nfto A 
CHIVAVIER"! 


An Amazing H£W HEALTH SU PPOR TER BEIT 

r, . 


FREE 





























I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too, In Only 15 Minutes a Day! 



TD EOPLE used to laugh at 
~ my skinny QTrpound body. 
I was ashamed to strip for 
sports or for a swim. Girls 
made fun of me behind my 
back. THEN I discovered my 
body - building system, 
“Dynamic Tension." It made 
me such a complete specimen 
of manhood that I hold the 
title, "The World's Most Per¬ 
fectly Developed Man." 


What's My Secret? 

When you look in the mirror and see a 
healthy, husky, fellow smiling back at you 

— then you’ll be astonished at how fast 
"Dynamic Tension" GETS RESULTS! It is 
the easy, NATURAL method and you can 
practice in the privacy of your own room — 
JUST 15 MINUTES EACH DAY. Just watch 
your scrawny chest and shoulder muscles 
begin to swell . . . those spindly arms and legs 
of yours bulge . . . and your whole body starts 
to feel "alive,” full of zip and go! 

Thousands are becoming husky — my way. 
I give you no gadgets to fool with. With 
"Dynamic Tension" you simply utilize the 
dormant muscle-power in your own body 

— watch It grow and multiply into real, solid 
LIVE MUSCLE. 


rnrr My 48 Page Illustrated Book is Yours 
rilLu -Not for $1.00 orlOc-But FREE 


































I girls & 

[ ladies. 
Available 

Hnavy blue c 
' brown. Sell or 
order of American Seeds. 



TEXAN 
HOLSTER 
SET 

I Cop Pistol puffs 
smoke at each 
J shot. Leothei 
Holster & Belt. Sell one order. 



C0«“0.^»I^CAR11NE 

A fast shooting 
1000 shot Air Rifle 
Sell one order plus $2.00 


CINDERELLA ^ 
WRIST 
WATCH 

s Comes packed 
beautiful glc 
^ slipper.Adainty 
^ guaranteed 

_ . girls, 

order plus $3.00. 




3-POWER BINOCULARS 

Matched lenses, special shoul¬ 
der strap. Sell one order. 



>n for boys 
1, includes hardwood 
n guard, instructions, 
e order plus 75c. 



Famous Chemcraft Set for 
interesting experiments, with 
Magk Book. Sell one order 



Complete 2-way talkingsystem 
Just string out the wire and 
start talking. No batteries 
needed. Sell one order. 


FISHING TACKLE 



Every year thousands of Boys 
and Girls get these swell prizes for 
themselves and gifts for Mother and 
Dad. Many prizes shown here and 
lots of others in our Big Prize Book 
are GIVEN V^ITHOUT A CENT OF COST 
for selling one 45-Pack order of 
American Vegetable and Flower 
Seeds at 10c per large pack. Same 
of the bigger prizes require extra 
money as stated in our Big Prize Book. 

Everybody wonts American Seeds 
—they’re fresh and reody to grow. 
You’ll sell them quickly to your 
family, friends ond neighbors and 
get your prize at once, or if you 
prefer, take your one-third cash 
commission on all seeds sold. GET 
BUSY, send coupon todoy for Big 
Prize Book and seeds. 

Send no money —we trust you 
AMERICAN SEED CO., INC. 
DEPT. 538, LANCASTER, PA. 


ece outfit, including 
oll-metol carrying cose. Sell 
one order of Seeds plus 75c. 



Glowing simulated pearls, 
3-strand necklace with 
matching earrings. Sell 
one order of Seeds. 


AMERICAN SEED COMPANY, INC. 
DEPT. 538, LANCASTER, PA. 


A handsome guaranteed^ 
watch with cowboy V 
strap and bucklejj^ 

Picture of 

Sell one 

RooersI 

^J’mw WRIST WATCH I C'lT- 






















